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AN ELEPHANT ON HIS HANDS. 


RINGMASTER TAFT.— Hey! Get together in there! 
MUFFLED VOICES.— That’s what we're doing! 
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@artoons and Comments 


best of evidence that party lines have been knocked into a 
cocked hat is to be found in a set of resolutions recently adopted 
This body of standpatriots 
has long been noted for its uncompromising 
opposition to anything that smacks of free 
trade. A Board of Health looking for 
cholera germs is the nearest approach we 
know of to the attitude of the Protective 


|: iin 


by the American Protective ‘Tariff League. 


Tariff League when man or measure is 

suspected, ever so slightly, of harboring 

the deadly free-trade microbe. Hitherto, 

however, the League has never hesitated 

to divide the Protection sheep from the 

l'ree-‘Trade or Low-'Tariff goats. The 
sheep wcre 


those stal- 


defeat of any candidate who is not a protectionist, and work and 
vote for the election of all candidates of whatsover party who 
are protectionists.” Of .whatsoever party’ By that phrase the 
League prepares for itself a nice avenue of retreat in case the 
hitherto safe and sane Republican Party adopts a tariff-reform plat- 
form, or nominates a man for President who has alarming notions 
concerning the sanctity of the Payne-Aldrich schedules. Likewise it 
provides for the possibility, slim though it seems, that a Democrat 
may be nominated on a platform more pleasing to the Protective 
‘Tariff League than the one adopted by the Republicans. — In other 
words, the League simply doesn’t know where it is at. And 
the American Protective ‘Tariff League doesn’t know its own politi- 
cal whereabouts, it is a pretty good sign that party disruption is 
no myth, but the realest of real things. Waiting for the cat to jump 


when 


is a wWearisome 


occupation when 





wart pub- 
lic ser- 
vants in 
Congress 
and else- 
where 
who held 
that the 
sun of 
prosperity 
and 
shone in 

the spirit of 
the late Nelson 
Dingley. ‘The 
goats were those 


° rose 





WILLIE 


Ilis Coat OF 


AND 
Many Coors. 


incredible crea- 
tures who, in the name of some prepos- 
called “the 
the infant 
ruinous competition with 
The 


terous consumer,” 
would 
America to 
«the pauper labor of Europe.” 


pers yn. 


expose industries of 


sheep. were always Republicans; the 
goats were always’ Democrats; and _ it 
was all as plain as a pikestaff. ‘That is, 


be. Now the League does n't 
apparently, where to look for 


The sheep, sad to sav, appear 


it usecl to 
know, 

loyalty. 
to be hopelessly mixed with the goats, 
for no mention of party names or labels 








there is a_possi- 
bility that the cat 
will not jump atall. 
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THE Parcels Post 

opens up a ques- 
tion 
very live one: the 
question of Gov- 
ernment 
ence. with 
ness. Once in 
operation, it will 
undoubtedly — in- 
terfere with the ex- 
press 





which is a 


interfer- 
busi- 


business a 
whole lot. It will 
force the com- 
panies to reduce 
rates, or accept 
the alternative of 
losing more and 
more of the pack- 
age trafic. That 
means less earn- 
ings and smaller 
dividends. Should 
the Government 
abandon the Par- 








is made in the League’s latest blast. 
say the warning words, 
“that we strongly recommend that our mem- 
bers and connections work and vote for the 


* Resoived,” 


Hitrcncock.— Thank you, sir; but nursie won’t let me have much candy. 
She says it isn’t good for me! 


cels Post because 
it will hurt a lot of 
people who hold stock 
in express companies ? 


VERY INJURIOUS. 




















THE PASSING OF 


THE PAUL REVERE OF 1775. 


*‘To arms, all of you, and rouse your neighbors! The British have 


left Boston and are now marching this way. They ’ll be here before 


? 


daybreak 


A HARDY PERENNIAL. 


Ud" back in the ultimate mist of the ages, 

When most of the country was not on the map, 
When politics seemed in its earliest stages, 

And running elections was really a snap,— 

’Way back in those times there would happen a season 
When loud was the trumpeting, wild was the call, 

And Echo would answer, when asked for the reason : 

“They ’re putting the Kibosh on Tammany Hall!” 


Now, every so often the stunt is repeated, 

There ’s plenty of fireworks and oceans of noise, 
The “good men” win out and the “ gang”’ is defeated. 
There’s nary a portion of “pie’’ for the “ boys.” 

Reformers are jubilant, blithely declaring 
The city is free of this “ tigerish thrall,’’ 

And newspaper headlines are shrieking and blaring : 
“They ’re putting the Kibosh on Tammany Hall!’ 


But somehow, when all of the tumult is finished, 
And everything’s lovely and quiet once more, 
The Tiger lives on with a vim undiminished 
And feeds at the crib just the same as before. 
Five thousand years hence, in your reincarnation, 
You ’ll probably land in the midst of it all, 
And find the “ good people”’ with wild jubilation 
Still “putting the Kibosh on Tammany Hall!” 
Berton Braley. 


ROMANCE. 





IF IT HAPPENED IN 1911. 


‘*Hello, Long-Distance! Give me One-seven-seven-six Lexing- 
The British are 
Good by.” 


Well, this is Revere. 
Thanks, 


ton. This Lexington ? 


coming! Tip off Concord, will you? 


FORCE OF HABIT. 
HAT did Senator Lark say when the reporters informed him that 
his wife had brought suit for divorce ?” 
«Millions for defense, but not one cent for alimony!’ he thun- 


“ 


DANIEL AND THE LIONS. 


dered, rising in his most impressive manner. ” 

A” it came to pass that Daniel was cast into the den of lions by 
order of King Darius. 

Early the next morning, King Darius went to the den, rolled away the 

stone, and called out:. ‘Do the 

lions bite?” 

‘Not unreasonably,” re- 
plied Daniel, who was well 
up in the legal vernacular 
of the day. 

“Good,” ejaculated King 
Darius as he rolled back the 
stone. ‘Thereupon he went 
forth and proclaimed to the 
multitude that the lion ques- 


tion had been solved. 

Bene seagate uni- 
versity has just received 

a beautiful collection of fossils. 


Freppy Fresu.— For the 
museum or the faculty? 














he young man who ‘tells a girl he could listen to her woice for the rest of 
his life should be careful, or he may have fo. 








FoorsaLL CAPTAIN.— Come on, boys! 


MODERN EDUCATION. 


EACHER.— Our lesson this morning will 
be about the Fiji Islands. Bobby 
Beetle, how many islands are there in 
the Fiji group? 
Bossy BeerLe (fidgeting with his ruler 
and squirming on his seat).— A thousand. 
TEACHER (elevating her eyebrows ).—Indeed! 
Willie Wiffle, you may answer. 
WILLIE WIFFLE (7ising politely ).—Over two 
hundred. ‘The islands are situated 
TEACHER.—That will do, Willie. What is the 
largest island of the group? You may 
answer, Stella. 
STELLA.—Viti Levu. And 
‘TEACHER. — That will do, 
Stella. Bobby Beetle, what is * 
the next largest island ? 
3onpy.— The next largest is \, 











—is —the Sandwich Islands! 
TEACHER (wearily). — Are € 
you sure of that? 
WILLIE WIFFLE (veising his w 
hand ).—Vanua 
‘TEACHER (with a smile).— 
That will do, Willie. Stella: 
STELLA.— Vanua Levu. 
‘TEACHER.— Right. What is 
the position of the islands? Give 
the latitude and _ longitude. 
Bobby, perhaps you can teil us. 
30BBY (ug/y ).— Don’t know! 
TEACHER. —What are the 
principal industries? erhaps 








PUCK 


F ‘Wawa. 


Ais, 


INCENTIVES. 


Get up a little bloodshed! 
the next field, and we’re liable to lose the crowd! 


Into ‘em now! 





you know something about them, Bobby. I 
should be ashamed if 

Bossy (at random ).— Automobiles! 

TEACHER.—Willie, you may tell us about the 
Fiji Islands. 

Witiie.—The Fiji Islands are situated be- 
tween the r2th and 15th degrees of south lati- 
tude and 175 and 177 east longitude. The 
population at the last census was 133,831. The 
principal industry is the manufacture of sugar 
and bananas. There is one tea factory, one soap- 
works, 4 sawmills and 14 boat-building yards. 








A couple of aviators fell in 


TEACHER. — Now, Stella, you may continue. 
SreLtLa.—The islands belong to the British 
Empire, having been ceded by the chiefs and 
people of Fiji on October 10, 1874. The 
(The bell rings. Bobby Beetle, who has his 
eye on a distant baseball field, is the first one out.) 





THE SEQUEL. 
Principal of the school to J. Barnes Beetle, Esq.: 
Dear Sir.—I regret to inform you that your 
son Robert is not attending properly to his 
studies. This morning, in recitation, he was 
unable to give correctly a single fact about 
the Fiji Islands, this being the lesson for 
the day. Will you kindly acknowl- 
edge the receipt of this letter, 
and greatly oblige 
Respectfully yours, 
J. A. Spourers, Principal. 


From J. Barnes Beetle, Esq., to 
J. Abercrombie Spouters : 
Dear Sir.—I beg leave to 
acknowledge your favor inform- 
ing me that my son Robert 
knows nothing about the Fiji 
Islands. In reply I would say 
that in case my son Robert 
should by any possible mis- 
chance ever learn anything 
about the Fiji Islands, I shall 
take great pleasure in whaling 





“THE LOOSE-LEAF SYSTEM.” 


AUTUMN WINDS IN THE GARDEN OF EDEN. 


him within an inch of his life. 
Respectfully vours, 
J. Barnes BEETLE. 








ani, 




















PUCK 





é. ; 
- Dna 





peweite 





THE IMPENDING NEW PERSON. 


HAT was the second time those strangers had come to 
look at the vacant house, and the neighbors were dis- 
tressed about it. 

The neighbors did not want unrecommended new- 
comers moving into their midst; and besides they had 
heard these people had a dog, a cat, a canary-bird, a 
goat, and children. 

Four of the neighbor-women were on Mrs. Scurdy’s 
porch, discussing the newcomers. It was a shame, they all agreed, to 
let those people move in without any effort to stop it. Why didn’t 
somebody do something about it? 

“There was nothing could be done,” suggested Mrs. Tellar, whose 
husband was a lawyer, “unless it was to discourage them from taking 
the house.” 

That was the idea exactly. Someone must discourage them—and 
Mrs. Stirret was the one to do it. “She has such a tactful and diplo- 
matic way of putting things,”—which meant she could make a little truth 
go a long way. 

Mrs. Stirret undertook the mission. ‘The new person was inspect- 
ing the front porch when she approached with an enveloping smile and 
outstretched hands. 

“Tam Mrs. Stirret. You are moving in, I believe? Just ran over 
to give you a welcome. We'll be glad to have a neighbor across the 
street again. A vacant house looks so spooky, don’t you think?” 

“Has the house been vacant long?” inquired the woman stranger. 

“QO yes, indeed, quite a long time! The last people who lived in 
‘it had quite a lot of bad luck, don’t you know. Several of them had 
typhoid fever—one of the children died. They laid it to the water or 
the house, or something; but I suppose, of course, it was only their own 
carelessness.” 

“Ts it an unhealthy neighborhood?” asked the newcomer. 

“ Well,”—-Mrs. Stirret laughed apologetically,—* one must not run 
down her own home; but, to be truthful, there is a good deal of sick- 
ness around here—a great deal of typhoid, and malaria, and some 
diphtheria and scarlet fever among the children.” 

The newcomer opened her eyes wide with surprise. 

“You see,” continued Mrs. Stirret, “our part of town got quite a 
reputation some time ago 
for tragedies. They say 
ever since the man killed 
his family and himself in 
the shanty across the alley 
back of you here, the 
house has been haunted. 
You can’t hire some peo- 
ple to go into that house 
after dark.”- Mrs. Stirret 
shrugged and glanced 
around uneasily. It was 
already after sundown. 

“Tt appears to be a 
good house,” suggested 
the newcomer critically. 

“O yes,” agreed Mrs. 
Stirret; “and such a lovely 
neighborhood. We have 
the nicest people around 
here —cultured and mus- 
ical. You know, Miss 
Wringer who lives next 
door is quite a musician 
— she just loves music. 
She takes piano lessons all 
the time—and I never saw 
one more interested in her 
practice; sometimes I don’t 
believe she sleeps more than 
four hours a night.” 

“How delightful!”  ex- 
claimed the new woman, and 
added graciously: “It is so 
kind of you to welcome us, we 





Healthful Home magazines. 





EXPLAINED. 


Rev. Gupr. —T am surprised and grieved, Mrs. Dearsoul, to see a copy 
of the Bartenders’ Budget on your table. 

Mrs. DEARSOUL.—O, that’s all right, Reverend. 
to it in order to take advantage of a club rate with 7emperance Topics and 





&, LARNARD 


NEW YORK’S BILL SYKES. 


shall take the house—I think it will suit us exactly. “My son Fred,” 
she smiled brightly, “will be delighted to hear that Miss Wringer lives 
here. He is studying the cornet and wants somebody to practice 
with him on the piano. 

“And you must tell my daughter the ghost stories. She belongs to 
the Psychical Research Society, and will be just wild to investigate them. 

“My husband is a physician,” she concluded deprecatingly. “Of 
course he will be interested in the rumors of illness in this neighborhood. 
But I, you know, don’t worry about such things—they are only errors 
of mind,—I ’m a Christian Scientist.” 

“Well,” questioned the other three when Mrs, Stirret returned to 
the porch, “what is she 
going to do?” 

Mrs. Stirret sank into 
a chair and replied help- 
lessly: “She’s going to 
elect herself president of 
our club.” Ww. H. Hanby. 


A NICE POINT. 
oe student of his- 


tory knows that our 
Christmas customs are a 
development of the Ro- 
man Saturnalia.” 
“QO, surely not all 
“T think so.” 
“No, no! There’s 
no reason to suppose, for 
instance, that the Romans 
were all the time being 
hunched to do their Sat- 
urnalian shopping early.” 


”? 





MODERNIZED. 


Bre BARNSTORMER.— 
So you played the 
country towns of Kansas? 

I suppose the yaps got after 
you with pitchforks and prun- 

ing-hooks? 

SECOND BARNSTORMER.—— 

Not much! ‘They chased us 

with six-cylinder automobiles 

and Curtis biplanes. 


I simply had to subscribe 
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alent, in art, chooses always the timely subject. 


subject timely. 


But genius makes any 








THE DAMNLESS DRAMA. 


E’VE forgotten the “ horseless wagon,” 
Tward “wireless”? we’ve grown 
“ blawzay ;”’ 
We ’ve heard of a jagless flagon, 
We ’ve a fireless cooker to-day. 
But (you’ll please excuse my grammar 
And allow me a little rope) 
The dawn of the damnless drama 
Is my dearest and deadest hope. 


I'm not what you’d call a * Lizzie,” — 
I can stand for some language blue,— 
But the cusser should not get busy 
Till the cussing is plainly due. 
But they do it, and hence my hammer; 
And hence do I, hopeless, deem 
The dawn of the damnless drama 
My dearest and deadest dream. 


Take a play that is not succeeding, 
Through a pitiful lack of brains; 
They cry: “It’s some damns we ’re needing 
With the hoochity-koochity strains 
And the lyrics that lack all grammar.’ 
So they fix it—the play is “a scream!” 
O, the dawn of the damnless drama 
Is my fondest and frailest dream! 





Strickland Gillilan. 
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WHEN THE CRAZE FOR SPEED IS OVER. 


RECORD ATTENDANCE AT A ROAD-RACE BETWEEN TWO STEAM-ROLLERS. 


THE REWARD OF VIRTUE. 


CT" short, fat, freckle-faced girl whanged away at a typewriter for 
all she was worth—thirteen dollars a week. She had to whang 
away pretty lively, too, in order to hold her job, She had aname. It 
was Maggie Miggs. 
The tall, fair, fluffy-haired, cream-complexioned, classic creature 
reclined regally. Her name was Enid Anstruther. 
‘The elegantly refined, manicured, sea-foam-massaged and boughten- 
shined young man, the young boss, hovered near the latter. When the 





1” GLACKENS 


NO OUTWARD SIGN OF IT. 


Mrs. CoaLtBy.—Wha’s matter, honey? Huh? 
Mr. CoatsBy.—O, Ah jes’ feels blue, dat ’s all! 
Mrs. CoALBy.— Cheer up, honey; yo’ ain't! 








young boss was not hovering near the beautiful Enid he was getting a shine, 
a shave, or a necktie, or a box of sweetmeats for the fair one’s benefit 

It went on like this for many days. One trifled with sweetmeats, 
sweet words, and sweet glances. The other lined 
out letters, figures, and punctation marks. 

One day, a pleasant spring dav, 
when one janitor was squeaking a 
rag up and down a window 
outside, and the other was 
thumping a sweeping 
implement _ inside, 
and the fair Enid 
was tranguilly 
munching 
gumdrops, 
and the old 
boss was lying 
to a customer, 
the young 
boss came 
softly up to 
Maggie Miggs é 
and, taking one of Che 
her hands, said: ' VERY LOW. 

“Mag, these little 2S ee 
hands work too hard! 7h.» ‘sai igalialtanta — 
They have long worked Keiiy.— Rafferty is. 
too hard! If you will twins again ! 
but wear this ring upon 
your finger, and go hunt for an up-to-date flat with deaf-and-dumb 
waiters and deaf-and-dumb-and-blind neighbors, I will see the par- 
son and arrange the nuptials.” 

“O!” cried Mag. “O,sir! Why! Why! I thought it was Enid!” 
“Enid,” answered the young boss sadly, and bending lower ta 
whisper in her prune-like ear, “is a Suffragette! Now hurry and 
select a little home, a little nest, for us!” 
“Hurrah!” cried Maggie Miggs, as she hurried to a real-estate 
office. . H. P. Galt. 














His wife's had 


«Husbands for women! 


DEFICIENT IN CLASS. 


oll | ‘HIS counter-revolution,” sneered the dictator, “is a cheap affair 
“QO, horribly cheap!” echoed the entourage, fawningly. 

Here the dictator burst into loud, coarse laughter. 

“A regular bargain-counter revolution, in fact!” he guffawed, 


'? 


slapping his knees gleefully, while the entourage gave themselves up to 
peal upon peal of courtly merriment. 














a few other climbers get on it. 


D°"" kick, down the ladder by which you have clim 


bed—at least, not until 
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~ RETRIBUTION. 


eHE Theatrical Manager 
| rapped imperiously at 


\ 


the wicket. A_uni- 
formed guard appeared. 
“Where’s St. Peter?” 

demanded the ‘T. M. 
The guard jerked his 
thumb in the direction 
of a large office-building 
at some distance from the 
gate. ‘Then he slammed the 
little wicket shut, and left the 

Manager to his own devices. 

Purple with anger, the Mana- 
ger made his way to the office- 
building, over the door of which 
was inscribed: 

“Office of the Gatekeeper. 
Apply for Admission on Fifth 
Floor. Elevator for Employees 
only — Walk.” 

Breathless, weary, but. still 
fighting mad, the ‘Theatrical 
Manager reached the general 
offices after a long climb, and 
sat down on the bench in the 
little waiting-room, fenced off 
from the great busy office, with 
its bustle and din. 

When he had recovered his 
breath he glanced at a chubby- 
faced cherub who was sitting at 
the telephone board. 

“ Boy,” he commanded, “tell 
St. Peter I am here.” 

The cherub looked up sud- 
denly. 

“St. Peter,” he said. 
you gotta see St. Peter?” 

“Yes, I must.” 

“What’s yer business with 
him?” 

The T. M. glared at the boy. 

‘*-That’s my business!” he roared. 

« All right,” the boy said; “then you 








“A W, 





don’t see him.” His manner was flippant. — 
«* Announce me,” said the T. M. grandly. 
replied the boy impudently. 
‘Do you know who I am?” the T. M. asked. 
I got my orders. 
But just for curiosity —who are you?” 
Bergerlein, Theatrical 


,” 


* Nothin’ doin’, 
* Nope; and I don’t care. 
“f am Solomon J. 


Manager.” 
“O!” said tne boy. “I'll 


ELSA RYAN 
AS 
SONNY 





Hround the Rialto. 
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CHARLES BIGELOW 
s 





A 
LEOPOLD 





EVA Dav EnrORT 
wate 
Il.—AMONG THOSE PRESENT IN “THE Kiss WALTZ” 

AT THE CASINO, 


fidgeted. Other people came in, spoke to the 
boy, passed on into the private offices. -Doors 
opened and shut; St. Peter looked out of one 
and beckoned a newcomer in. 


The Manager all. 
fidgeted some more. 


At the end of an hour he 





call the private office.” 

The ‘I. M. did not see 
the covert smile on the 
boy’s face; he was too busy 
swelling up to his old pro- 
portions again. 

“St. Peter isn’t in,” said 
the boy, at length; “he’s 
gone to lunch. He'll be 
back in an hour or two. 
Will you wait?” 

Just then a long-bearded 
man of majestic presence 
entered the office and 
walked back into one of 
the private offices. 

“Who was that?” the 
Manager demanded. 

“St. Peter,” replied the 
boy. 

“Tell him I want to see 
him,” the Manager ordered. 

Smilingly the boy obeyed. 
In a minute he said: 














* He will see you— kindly 
take a seat. 


Vhe Manager took a seat. 
Time passed. - The Manager 


THE POT AND THE KETTLE. 


PoRTRAIT-PAINTER.— My father wished me to be a lawyer, but I simply could 
not enter that profession! 


Lawyers have to lie so! 


<> 





MARTIN 
DRown 


AS 
PAL 


- again. 

and nothing else to do. 

At the end of a week the dapper little man came 
out to the discouraged Manager and said: 

“St. Peter will not be able to see you, after 

He is too busy. 

you that there is nothing for you here now, but 


began to pace. He spoke 
to the boy about it, but 
the boy merely said that 
St. Peter was busy It 
grew dark, the clerks began 
J he Manager 
stormed and paced and bullied; 
the boy shook his head and said 
St. Peter was still busy. 

At the end of five hours a 


to disappear. 


dapper young man came to the 
bar and asked: 

* Are you Mr. Smiggerlein?” 

‘ Bergerlein ! 
T. M. 

“Well, St. Peter has gone 
home, and he asked me to tell 
you to come to-morrow at this 
time.” 

The T. M 
lessly at the secretary. 

“Will I have to wait again? 
he finally asked. 

“T don’t know, I’m sure. St. 
Peter was too busy to see you 


snorted the 








glared speec h- 


” 


to-day; he may get around to 

you to-morrow. You can’t see 

him now, Mr. Jiggerbein.” 
‘Bergerlein is my name!” 
“Well,” he continued, “ may- 

be I can arrange matters with 

someone else. I want to get 
into Heaven.” 

“Ordinarily a mere matter 
of routine, Mr. Diggernine,” 
the young man vouchsafed, 
“but your case is peculiar ani 
St. Peter will have to take it 
up himself. Come back to- 
morrow and he will doubt- 
less see you.” 

he T. M.. somewhat crest- 

fallen, departed. 
to stay at a little boarding-house 





He was able 


near the gate, and he returned 

the next morning, to wait the whole 

office-day through and be told to call 

‘There was nowhere else to go 
He had to wait. 


He instructed me to tell 


that he may be able to place 
you inside in a few weeks. 
If you will call again per- 
haps he ——” 

The ‘TI. M., too broken 
to resent this, heard it in 
silence. 

“T may add, for your in- 
formation,” said the young 
man, “that your case is be- 
ing passed upon by the 
actors whom you heartlesslv 
and soullessly kept waii- 
ing in the ante-room of your 
earthly offices. _ Will you 
leave your addréss?” ; 

“Vou tell St. Peter,” said 
the Manager, with a grim 
smile, “that I 
to hell! It can’t be any 
worse than this.” 

He turned and left the 
celestial precincts. 

From St. Peter's office 

| came merry laughter. It 

was the Saint hobnobbing 

with the men who had starved 

to death waiting for the Theatri- 

cal Manager to see them when 
on earth. Berton Braley. 











have gone 
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THE PUCK PRESS 


PARDON ME! 
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“WHAT IS TRUTH?” 























WHAT ONE PAPER SAYS ABOUT A CANDIDATE: 
MUSCATINE, Oct. 30th.— The reception to James B. Kunn, our candidate for Governor, was the biggest event of the kind in the history of Muscatine. 
The hall not being large enough to hold one-eighth of the people, the candidate was escorted to City Square, where five thousand people shook hands with 
him. It is conservatively estimated that one hundred and twenty thousand people were held spell-bound by his eloquent appeal to their patriotism. 
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SAME EVENT, AS REPORTED BY THE OPPOSITION PAPER: 


MUSCATINE, Oct. 30th.— When James B. Runn, candidate for Governor, stepped on to the platform of Muscatine Hall last night, he could not conceal 
his disappointment at the cold reception. 


He was met by Chairman O. U. Frost and an audience‘of about three people, who came out of curiosity, but left 
before his speech had fairly begun. 
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and prepare to die! Every scrap of the evidence showed that 

he was guilty. And look at the judge's charge to the jury! He 

ought to fine us for contempt of: court if we brought in a “not 

guilty” verdict. Say, the man that cast that “not guilty” ballot 

got mashed on the female witness with the red feathers in her ha ut 

I dare the man who put in that ballot to stand up and Say so! 
NintrH JuRyMAN.—I put in that ballot! 





CuHorus OF JURYMEN.— What for? 

NintH JuRyMan.—I thought there was 
an element of doubt in the case. 

TENTH JURYMAN.—There will be = 
an element of doubt in the case if you 
vote that way again, my friend. We will 











THE POT AND THE KETTLE. 


THE NEAREST ONE.—I’ve no sympathy for the darn fool. 
won't look where they ’re going, why 


If men 





IN THE JURY -ROOM. 
fas 4) 
A: y HE ForeMAN. — Well, boys, we don’t want to do nothing 


with this case until some of us have had a good smoke. 

Who’s got a match? * 
Seconp JuRYMAN.— There’s one thing, fellers: 
If we take in our verdict before they draw the panel 
for the next case our names will go right into the 
wheel, and some of us will get stung again to-day. 
Let ’s stay out until they are good and busy on the 
next case, and then maybe the judge will be merciful 

and excuse us for the rest of the day. 

THIRD JuRYMAN.—It’s a long head ye has on yeez. Let’s 
kape out beyant t’ree o’clock an’ that'll be apt to put us off juty 
for de rist av de day. See? 

Fourtu JuryMan.—The cuss is guilty. I’d of said 
that if he hadn’t opened his mouth nor heard a word of 
evidence. Did n’t the plea his lawyer made to the jury jar 
you? Talked about how we ought to restore an innocent 
man to the arms of his wife and the bosom of the whole 
family. His wife is probably waiting for him with a club. If 
she isn’t, by the great horn spoon, she ought to be! Look at 
his record! Up for the fourth time! Won’t stay in the arms 
of his poor wife when he’s there. Let’s ballot and give him 
his dose as soon as we can. : 

FirtH JuRyMAN.— Wait! I got more than half of my 
cigar left! Say, if I ever get into any muss that will bring me 
into the criminal court dock I hope the prosecuting attorney 
won’t be the chap on duty at this session of the court. His 
eyes bore into you like an X-ray machine! He’d of wormed 
the truth out of old Ananias: Tripped that woman witness 
up so neatly she almost stood on’ her head. You see how 
he kept his off-eye on the witness all the time, even when the 
other lawyer had her. 

SixrH JuRYMAN.—Hit seems to me, gent’men, dat if 
we is gwineter fotch in a vudict we bettah begin to ballot 
befo’ long, er else 

SEVENTH JURYMAN.— Yes, let’s take a ballot just for the 
fun o’ the thing. This is to be an informal ballot to keep the 
poor devils of jurymen who don’t smoke from going to sleep. 
Then we’ll rush through the formal ballot and get out of this 
morgue of a jury- -room. Gimme those ballots! Any man who 
holds up the jury after four o’clock must set up the drinks for the 
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gang. Here’s your ballots. Now slap ’ em down on the table! y 
THE ForeMan.— Eleven “guilty” and one “not guilty.” 
Eicuta JuryMAN.— Let the man who voted “not guilty” stand up 














doubt if you are in your right mind. An 
element of doubt in the case! It must have 
crept in in some germ form, for no one saw 
it! An element of doubt! Say, did you bring 
a Dick telescope into court with you? 
NINTH JuRYMAN.—Of course I don’t 
want to hold out against eleven men. I’ve 
got to go to a wedding to-night anyhow, and 
want to get away from here as soon as I can. Let’s 
take another ballot. 
‘TENTH JURYMAN.— Good boy! 
written side up this time. 
this up according to Hoyle. 
myself. 








Let’s put all ballots down 
There s mine! Here! We'll do 
I'll be secretary and count the ballots 
Six — seven — eight — nine — ten — eleven —twelve. All 
“guilty!” Some one whack on that door for the officer to come and 
let us out! It’s so near four o’clock none of us will get stung for duty 
again to-day, and if they have a new case on we won't need to get here 
very early in the morning. The Lord is good to his own! 
ELEVENTH JURYMAN.— Why in time does n't that officer come and 
let us out? Playing craps with the janitor, likely! Give that door an- 
other belt! There he comes! Here, stand back and let the foreman go 
out first! This thing has got to be done up proper! Some of you cusses 
ain’t got the dignity a juryman ought to have! All look wise and solemn! 
Cut out that grin, Sullivan! We want to go in looking as if we were 
marching six on a side with a hearse between. This ain’t no undignified 
Suffragette procession! Take that confounded pipe out of your mouth, 
Skinner, or you'll get fined for contempt before we even take our seats! 
Keep step now! Here we go! Morris Wade. 
W* WOULD N’T have so many “old families” now if there ’d been an 
efficient Immigrant Inspection Bureau then. 
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BLESSED ARE 
EMPLOYER. — See here! 
business than I do? 
New OrFice-Boy.—No sir! 


THE MEEK. 


Do you think you know more about this 


Honest! I ain’t no magazine writer! 


pe man who takes a high mevel ground is often simply mohing @ mountain 


out of a molehili. 








Philip Morris 


ORIGINAL 
LONDON 


Cigarettes. 


Don't deny yourself of | 
cigarette perfection. If your 
dealer doesn’t stock your size, 
write us—402 West Broad. 
way, New York. 


“The Little Brown Box” 












Puck Proofs 


Photogravures from PUCK 





Copyright 1905 by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 








BEFORE THE GAME. 
By Stuart Travis. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 15 x 1934 in. 
PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 





This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 


productions in Miniature 


Address PUCK 





New York 





295-309 Lafayette Street 


New Rupture Cure 


Sows Wear a a Truss. 


Brooks’ Appliance. New dis- 
eovery. Wonderful. No ob- 
noxious springs or pads. Au- 
tomatic Air Cushions. Binds 
and draws the broken parts to- 
ether as you would a broken 

No salves. No lym- 
phol. Nolies. Durable, cheap. 
Sent on trial. Pat.Sept.10,’01. 

CATALOGUE FREE 


GC. £. BROOKS, 181 Brooks 
Building, arshall, Mich. 

















SAFE, EFFECTIVE. 50c. & $1.00 
DRUGGISTS, or 93 Henry St., Brooklyn, N.Y. 
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“FOR EACH MAN KILLS THE THING HE LOVES!” 








Ea: an. o ~ 


‘* An’ what d’ yer think of doin’ with that Jad of yours, Mr. Mildew?” 
‘* Well, you know, ’e’s that fond of animals, I thought of makin’ a 
butcher of 'im— same as you!’ — The TZatler. 





A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape 
Fruit makes an ideal appetizing tonic. Sample by mail, 
25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





Man AND His Ways. 


The mistress of a suburban household heard loud talking from the direction 
of the kitchen the other day and hastily investigated. At her approach one of 
the maids (both are colored women) checked her remarks and left the room. 

“What was the trouble?” the mistress asked. 

“ Jes’ Mandy talkin’ religion,” was the reply. 
takes her religion mighty serious.” 

“That’s a pity,” said the mistress. 

“Yes’m it is.” ‘The maid checked her work. ‘It ’minds me of an’ ol’ 
cullud man dey called Lunnon, who useter live in Virginny. Mah goodness, 
but dat ol’ man took his religion hard! He was always gwine to chu’ch an’ 
repaitin’ passages an’ singin’ hallelujahs, an’ tellin’ what a good man he wuz. 
‘When mah time comes,’ he uster say, ‘de Lord is gwinter sen’ his fiery chariot 
straight foh me—an’ I’ll be a-good-an’-ready when it comes.’ Well, de boys 
dey put up a joke on de ol’ man one night, an’ dey went round by his cabin a- 
yippin’ an’ a-screechin’, an’ when de ol’ man open his do’ jis’ a little ways an’ say 
‘Who dat out dar?’ one o’ dem boys yells back: ‘De Lor’ done sen’ his fiery 
chariot foh ol’ Lunnon.’ An’ de ol’ man he turn as pale as a sheet an’ he screams 
out at dem: ‘Drive along, drive along! Dar ain’t no sech a pussun heah! 
Dat ol’ niggah been dead three weeks!’”-—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


“Dat’s all it wuz. Mandy 

















Great Western 


EXTRA DRY 


Champagne 


The only American Cham 
Pagne ever awarded <z 
Gold Medal at Foreigi 
Expositions: 


Paris Exposition, 1867 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1889 
France 

Paris Exposition, 1900 
France 

Vienna Exposition, 1873 
Austria 

Bruxelles Exposition,1897 
Belgium 

Bruxelles Exposition, 1910 
Belgium 





= 
Pleasant Valley 
Wine Co: 


Oldest and Largest Champagne 
Producers in America 


Rheims New York 

















A GENTLE TIP. 


They were sitting on the bathing- 
beach at the summer resort. He was 
very bashful, and let countless oppor- 
tunities slip by. 

“Tsn’t this sand wonderful?” he said, 
afteramoment’s lull in the conversation. 

“Wonderful!” she replied. “And 
just think, there is so much here going 
to waste when so many people need 
somein their systems!” Then hecaught 
on—and caught up!—Zippincott’s. 


First Dear-Mute.—So when he 
heard the report he got furious about it. 

SeconD Dear-Mute. — Furious! 
Why, he was so mad that the words he 
used almost blistered his fingers. — 
Exchange. 


** WHAT we want,” said the publisher, 
“is the terse, hard-hitting, modern 
style of expression.” 

“TI know,” replied the writing person; 
“the stuff that sounds like profanity 
with a little benzoate of soda in it.” — 
Washington Star. 


























If You Like 
to Hunt, 
Fish or Camp 


You will enjoy the 

National Sportsman 

Every month the National 
Sportsman contains 160 pa 
ges or more, crammed trom 
cover to cover with photos 
from life, stories of hunt- 
ing, fishing. camping and 
tramping, which will thrill 


and interest you. This 
monthly visitor will lure 
you pleasantly away from 
the monotonous grind of 
your every-day work to the 
healthful atmosphere of the 


woods and fields. Single 
copies, 16c., yearly sub- 
— with watch fob, 


Special Trial Offer 


Send us 25 cts., 
stamps or coin, and 
we will send you 
a copy of the 

National Sports- 

man, also one 

ot our heavy 
burnished Or 
molu Gold 

Watch Fo! 

(regular price 

60 cts.) as here 

ghown, with rus- 
set leather strap 
and gold- pla 
Ybuckle. Can you 
beat this? 


Send To-day. 
ALL 
igyrs 25 


Watch Fob, reg. price, 50c 
65c 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 
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PHBH “The Good Old Days” 
i} were the better days? 


Charles Wheeler Bell thinks 
60, and the way he proves it 
makes one of the funniest 
books of the year. Witty, 
snappy paragraphs with 
human nature in every line. 
Delicious pictures by Fox, 
the famous cartoonist of the 
Chicago Evening Post. 


Do YOU think 





Cover in Colors and Gold. 
At All Booksellers 


A.C. McClurg & Co. Pub. 





50 cents net | 








“Tus is good wine. I must take 
home a few bottles to my wife.” 

“She never touches wine, as you 
know.” 

“True; but it will be a little present 
for her, and I can keep it from going 
to waste.” —Vashington [Terald. 


To His Sorrow. 


Every tailor knows a lot of prom- 
ising young men.— New York Tribune. 





Tobacco Habit 
Swiftly Banished 
Dr. Elders’ Tobacco Boon _Banishes 

F All Forms of Tobacco Habit 
In 72tol1 

Guaranteed positively to be a harmless, 
swift and permanent relief from the slavery 
of the Tobacco Habit. Easy to take. No 
craving for Tobacco after the first dose. 
One to three boxes sufficient forall ordinary 
eases. Proofs in plenty from those who 
have experienced the wonderful benefits of 
Dr. Eiders’ Guaranteed Home Treatment. 


take $1000 for whet 
you did forme”;“I 
nover have a hank- 
ering for tobacco 
any moro”; “One 
box of your To- 
bacco Boon curcd 
, me after 20 years 
habit”; “Used to- 
y bacco in all forms 
for 17 years, three 
boxes cured me”; 
“Tcannot praise your Tobacco Boon enourh. 
Osher Mothers can also cure their sons”; 
“Used Tobacco for almost 64 years and i 
cannot express my gratitude to you for 
putting me in my present condition.” 
Remember, @ legal binding guarantee of 
results in every case, or money refunded. 
It will surely pay any one to send for Free 
Booklet giving full information of Elders’ 





Her Fatuer, — | 


So my daughter has 
consented to become 
your wife? Have 


you fixed the day for 


| sir, — Boston 7ran- 








the wedding? 


Suiror. —I will 
leave that to my 
fiancée. 


H. F.—Will you 


have a church or a | 


private wedding? 
S.— Her mother 
can decide that, sir. 
H. F.—What have 
you to live on? 
S. —I will leave 
that entirely to you, 


script. 





Courtesy of 
Western Pacific Railway. 





Pears 


“Our doubts are traitors 
and make us lose the good 
we oft might win.” 

One cake of Pears’ con- 


vinces. 
Sold all over the world. 


| 





| bet he 


Its NATURE. 

Jupce.—Do you 
know the nature of 
an oath ? 

Witness. — Yes, 
your Honor; it is 
generally ill-na- 
tured. — Boston 
Transcript, 


DELILAH medi- 
tated. 

‘‘He didn’t no- 
tice when I did my 
hair a new way!” 
she cried. ‘‘ But L’)l 
will notice 


| when I do his.” — 


The Sun. 





“SEE AMERICA FIRST.” 


FEATHER River CANYON, 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 











ALWAYS THE SAME 
GOOD OLD 


Ask Your Grocer 
to Send You a (irs 
Case of Blatz, 
or order direct from 
distributing point. 

Ask for it at the Club, Cafe 


or Buffet. Insist on Blatz. 
d invited direct. 
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THE husband arrived home much 
later than usual “from the office.” 
Ile took off his boots and stole into 
the bedroom; but, vain precaution! 
His wife began to stir. Quickly the 
panic-stricken man went to the cradle 
of his first-born and began to rock it 
vigorously. 

“ What are you doing there, Robert?” 
queried his wife. 

“T’ve been sitting here for nearly 
two hours trying to get this baby 
asleep,” he growled. 

“Why, Robert, I’ve got him here in 
bed with 











Tobacco Boon. Home Treatment. Address ‘a me,” said his spouse.— 
Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” ’ P 
DR. ELDERS’ SANITARIUM, Dept. 241 St. Joseph, Mio. | 50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered botiles. Argonaut. 
ad + 





H. C. BUNNER 








BUNNER’S SHORT STORIES 








SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and conditions of 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


MADE IN FRANCE 


_ Though the creations are de Maupassant’s the style 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that 
quaint humor and originality.—VDetroit Free Press, 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
from those unused to smile. — W., 


MORE 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.—Soston Times. 





PRICE, in Cloth :: :: 





For sale bv all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 


295-309 Lafayette Street, New York | 


SHORT SIXES 


You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
haps, but never roar because they are ‘‘awfully 
funny.” — Boston Times. 


:: $100 per Volume. 


P.o& S. Builetin. 


Address: PUCK 

















| Curious. 

| Mayme.—Sure I used to go with 
‘him. Did you tell him I was going to 
| be married ? 

| Grayce.—I sure did. 

| Mayme.—Did he ask how soon? 

| Grayce.—No; he asked how long. 
| —Toledo Blade. 


bs Not Age Alone-but Purit 


Good whisky must be properly aged, it must roy pure. 
This famous old liquor has stood the test for purity 
made by thousands of eminent physicians who prescribe 
5 it. Sold by all good merchants or sent direct. 


i Money back if not pleased. 


















OLtp Maip.— But why should a 
great strong man like you be found 
begging? 

WaAYFARER.— Dear lady, it is the 
only profession | know in which a 
gentleman can address a_ beautiful 
|woman without an introduction.— 
The Sketch. 


Prepaid 


Dept. 201 Lexington, Ky. xpress 





“ WuicH would you rather achieve, 
| wealth or fame?” 


“T don’t know,” 
\of-fact person, “It 


America’s Oldest and 
Xm elOluaamolactele | 


replied the matter- 
depends on 


EST. 1780 


album.” — Washington Evening Star. 








Just DiscovereD It. 

A young girl who attended a dance but had not been formally introduced 
into society found herself confronted with the serious responsibility of enter- | 
taining her first young man caller. He had asked permission to call after having 
danced with her, and an appointment was made for several evenings distant. 

The girl had no worldly education, and was considerably flustered over the | 
prospect of having to keep the conversation up to a gentle boil. Her friends 
assured her that conversation was not difficult, once started, but that there 
must be some reliance on standard topics when an acquaintance was just 
forming. ‘The young man was college-bred, they pointed out, and probably 
familiar with literature, music, art, or history. 

History! This was an inspiration, and she began to read it with avidity. | 

The evening came, and with it the young man. He presented her with 
some long-stemmed roses, told her she looked charming, referred to the 
pleasure: he had had dancing with her, and rattled on with the rest of the 
usual opening chorus. 

Then he paused, leaned back and crossed his legs. 

The girl changed color several times, choked momentarily and said: 

“Was n’t that a perfectly terrible thing about Mary Queen of Scots!” — 
Chicago Evening Post. 
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AMBIGUOUS. 
Gouty and grimly humorous old gentleman wires to his doctor. 


I knows all that; 














_ whether you prefer being asked to | 
| write in a checkbook or an autograph | 


A .Connoisseur 
will tell you 
that the deli- 
cious flavor and 


boquet of 







Never fails 
to give satisfaction 


ms an enrol 







PROPRIETOR OF FRIED-FISH SHOP (during argument on labor question) —Yes, 
but what you don’t seem to realize is that I looks at the situation 
from the point of view of a capitalist! —Zomdon Opinion. 





PHOTOGRAVURES 
FROM 


Puck Proofs 


the very best. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Ab- 
bott’s Bitters be used in making it ; 
C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


insures your getting 











Docror’s Wire (reading telegram).— “If you are interested in a pretty 
A SIMPLE ANSWER. 


foot and ankle, come over this evening.” —Punch. 
A law case was proceeding in old 


. — Mexico, and a mining expert was on 
the stand as a witness. ; 

“Where were you born, sir?” in- 
quired the lawyer. 

“In England, sir.” 

“ How many times have you crossed 
the Atlantic?” 

“Twenty times.” 

The lawyer jumped upand addressed 
| the judge: “Your Honor, I impeach 
| the veracity of this witness. He says 
he was born in England and _ has 
‘crossed the Atlantic twenty times. 
It would be impossible for him to have 
|crossed the Atlantic that number of 
times and be on this side now. There 
|is perjury here, your Honor. His 
visits to this side would make odd 
numbers, and his visits to the other 
side even numbers, and yet heis here and 
has the audacity to swear he has 
crossed the Atlantic twenty times. I 
impeach him, your Honor.” 

“How do you explain this, 
asked the judge sternly. 

“Why,” said the witness, “the last 
time I came to this country I came by 
way of the Pacific Ocean.” — Saturday 
Evening Post. 


Copyright 1906 ‘is Keppler & Schwarrmann 





AS IT SEEMED TO HIM. 
By Gordon Grant, 





Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x 9 in. 


PRICE 25 CENTS. 


PUCK PROOFS. 
Send Ten Cents for Fifty-page Catalogue of 
Reproductions in Miniature. 


This is but one example of the 


sir?” 








Addr 





PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette St., New York 

















1G BRAINS 


IGARS 


FOR MEN 


“MADE AT KEY WEST= 





PRooF. 
“T thought I told you to present 
the bill to Number Twelve?” 
“Yes, sir, I have.” 
“Impossible! I can still hear him 
singing.”—Frou- Frou. 





VARICOSE VEINS, ®“?1¢°* 


are promptly relieved with inexpensive a -—_£ 
ment. It absolutely removes the pain, swelling, tired- 
ness and disease. Full particulars on receipt of stamp. 
W. F. Young, P.D.F.: 423 Temple St. Springfield, Mass. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Si‘ ree’ : "ORR. 
BRANCH WARKHOUSE : 20 — Street, { New Yous. 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 





It not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
able palieh fo ‘ail metals, but thespolish 


Bar Keepers Friend 


ft will shine on! It benefits all metals, mineral: 


them. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by drug 
2c stamp for sample to Ge P= 
illiam Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St.,Indianapolis, Jn 


while cleanin; 
and dealers. 
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Guitty or SoMETHING. 





Another iawyer’s story arrives. We are told that a man was charged with 
picking a pocket the other day, and when arraigned he pleaded “guilty.” ‘The 
case went to the jury, however, and the verdict was “not guilty.” And the 
court spoke as follows: 

“You don’t leave this court without a stain on your character. - By your 
own confession you are athief. By the verdict of the jury you are a liar.”-— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


“I. W. HARPER” 


Quality Whiskey 


There is more satisfaction in a dram of “OLD I. W.” 

than in a pint of cheap stuff. The recollection of 

Quality lasts long after the price is forgotten. 
HARPER is Best. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING Co., INCORPORATED 
Louvisvitte, Ky. 


“War is the difference,” asked a dear and trusting sister of Deacon 
Philander of Osborne, the other day, “between the probate judge and the cis- 
rict judge * 

“Well, replied old Philander, with one of his rare smiles, “you tell the 
probate judge you can’t live without her, and you tell the district judge you 
can't live with her.”"——eu Orleans Picayune, 
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The Only Practical 


AUTOMATIC 
CIGARETTE 
ROLLER 


FoR tHE SURPLUS. 

As the new district-visitor looked at Mr. Leahy and noted his determined 
| chin, she had a momentary sensation of reluctance to question him; but she 
| overcame it, and began her appointed task. 

“‘Where do you deposit your wages, Mr. Leahy, if you ’’ve no objection to 

telling me?” she asked. “IJ am trying to interest the neighborhood in the ex- 











anda finely finished ’ ” 
ALUSAINUSA cellent People’s Bank, lately started. 
=] TOBACCO BOX “Sure, I’d as soon tell you as not,” said Mr. Leahy, cheerfully. "Tis tin 
IN ONE. dollars a week I earn. Whin I’ve paid the rint, the provision and grocery 





STARTING 
box—shut the box and it will automatically rolland seal a perfectly shaped cigarette and deliver 


FINISHED bills, an’ the milkman, an’ bought what’s needed for Celia an’ me an’ the five 
children, I deposit the rist 0’ the money in barr’ls, ma’am. 

“T uses sugar barr'ls, mostly. They're a bit larger, and so holds more. 
But whin I can’t git thim I makes shift wid plain flour barr’ls.”— )outh's 
Companion. 


Place paperand tobacco in lid of open 


it through opening in lid. 
Mailed post- Or, in extra fine finish and with two or three letter 
paid for.. 50c. Monogram engraved toorder on lid of box for . . $1.00 


THE PROGRESS MANUFACTURING CO. - - - COLT BUILDING, PATERSON, N. J. 

















No MOorRE 

“Party that lost purse containing 
twenty dollars need worry no longer 
it has been found.” —Prooekirn Lise. 


Worry. 





OUT TO-DAY! 


Puck’s Monthly || 
Magazine 


FOR: 


NOVEMBER 


Brimful of Fun from Cover to Cover 





“My friend, the architect, has a 
hard job on his hands.” 

“What’s that?” 

‘“‘ He has arich customer who wants 
him to build an Italian vendetta 
around her new cottage.” — Baltimore 
American. 


Puck Proofs 


| Photogravures from PUCK 
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Over Seventy IIlustrations ime SS 
by the ; 











‘Ves, BEST COMIC ARTISTS Coppright 1808 by Keppler & *chearziam 
ation a raion sei 
Price Ten Cents per Copy ||| 
All newsdealers, or by mail from the | 
publishers on receipt of price 
: 
-_: Address PUCK, NEW YORK 
BRAINS | 
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OUT TO-DAY! |} 
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No Fire THERE. 








Mrs. SNiIcKER. —I suppose he | 
present promised to go through fire and water | 
for vou? 

: nF Mrs. Ticker. —Yes, and now he | 
ear him von’t even water the plants.— //asper’s | 
= pa. THE SHOCKER SHOCKED. 
D LEGS, PHE commanding officer of a Corps GERMANY (fained at /taly’s behavior). — What manners! I can’t 
ETC., — much troubled about the persis- think where my young friend picked ’em up! — Punch. 
= — tent untidiness of one of his men. eee: 
pt of stamp. “eprimand and punishment were un- 


field, Mass. bis 
i ailing. 


brilfant idea struck 


WHERE Our DeEap Go, Too. 





The man was incorrigible. 
the colonel: 





Major S. Harris, one of the Australians who fought in the South African 


SONS . ‘ i 

SE \Why not march him up and down | war, visited British Columbia and finally settled down in Vancouver. Now he = —4 
Se, full line of the regiment, and _ | tells of a man in his province who went over to see London for the first time THE FIRST AFFINITY. 

ew Your. ‘ame him into decency?” It was | last year and was being shown through Westminster Abbey. He got into con-| races andro -eag' a 








ne. The untidy warrior was ordered 

exhibit himself, and march up and 

)wn the entire regiment, and the men 
Id to have a good look athim. The 
iabashed Pat halted, saluted the 

lonel, and said in the hearing of the 
‘hole corps, with the utmost sang 
‘old: “T)hirtiest regiment I iver in- 
pected, sorr!”"— Exchange. 





the man who was explaining asked the British Columbian questions about 
Vancouver. “I suppose that in your country you have no place like the Ab- 
bey?” he suggested. 

“No,” replied the other. 

“Then what, may I ask, do you do with your illustrious dead?” 

“First,” replied the British Columbian, “ we appoint a commission to see 
whether the man is really dead, and then if the commission decides in the 
affirmative we send him to the Legislature.” —Argonaut. 





versation with a tourist agent who was showing a party about, and at intervals| 





Photogravure in Carbon Black, 13 x 19% in. 


PRICE ONE DOLLAR. 


This is but one example of the PUCK 
PROOFS. Send Ten Cents for 
Fifty-page Catalogue of Re- 
productions in Miniature 


Address PUCK 
295-309 Lafayette Street New York 
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THE PUCK PREGS 





AUTUMN MODESTY. 


OLD EVERGREEN.— What are you turning so red for? 
FAIR YOUNG MAPLE.— Red? Yow ’d turn red, if you had a spark of decency, having those 
limbs flaunted at you every day! 


Scneocon RV Ss 





